CHAPTER  III

BOYHOOD

ABOUT a year after I had been at Westminster, my father
JLJL got a prize in the State Lottery, which he said, although
he always put himself in fortune's way, was the only one he
ever had, and this one instance of luck he owed to a man
named Edmund Watts, who had lived with him a dozen
years as a footman. Watts had been brought up in the
family of an old friend of my father's, a Mr. Charlton, who
upon his death bed consigned him (Watts) to my father's
care, and he proved an affectionate and faithful servant.
The drawing of the lottery being within a few days of con-
cluding and the largest prize continuing in the wheel, made
the price of tickets uncommonly high, which made my father
resolve to sell his, as he should thereby secure a gain of
twenty pounds. He accordingly delivered the ticket fco
Watts, desiring him to go to a Lottery office and sell it.
Enquiring the following morning whether this had been
done, Watts answered he had been too late. My father
thereupon ordered him immediately to search if it still
remained undrawn, and if it did to sell it. Watts again
left home, and remained abroad until near the usual hour
of dining, when he returned with the ticket still unsold.
My father was very angry that his orders were not obeyed
and swore that if Watts did not dispose of the ticket,
pursuant to his orders, that day, he would make him
responsible for the then value of it. Directly after dinner
Watts sallied forth fully determined to sell the ticket, when
searching at the office he daily frequented, he had the satis-
faction to be told it had been drawn that morning a prize
of one thousand pounds. Delighted at the success attend-
ing his obstinate perseverance in omitting to sell the ticket
as ordered, he ran home to communicate the pleasing newsa